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An Unusual Route 


I came to medical writing and public speaking by an unusual route. This is my 
story of that journey and what I think I learned along the way. 

Each writing project I took on in my early years prepared me for a career I didn't 
know existed and which carried me to retirement and beyond. 

My story starts in Pennsylvania where my interests in medicine and writing took 
root. 

Pennsylvania 

It's All in Your Head 

I grew up on a small farm in Butler, Pennsylvania, 30 miles north of Pittsburgh 
with my three younger siblings. My father was a steelworker and my mother was 
a legal secretary. Mom had a passion for justice and she encouraged me to 
write, get a law degree and run for public office. I, on the other hand, had 
fantasies of becoming a cabaret singer. 

My father was a powerfully-built man in good physical condition, but he suffered 
severe headaches that got progressively worse month after month. By my 
freshman year in high school, he was in agony. Mom drove Dad to a series of 
neurologists only to be told, one after the other, that their diagnostic tests came 
back normal. 

Each doctor declared my father a malingerer, and demanded that he stop his 
complaining and go back to work in the steel mill. A psychiatrist even concluded, 
"It's all in your head." Sadly, as it turned out, it was. 

Mom insisted on visiting the first neurologist again. This time the doctor injected 
air into my father's brain (a very risky procedure) and, on x-ray, found a mass. 
The doctor was upset with himself, saying, "How could I have missed it?" Brain 
surgery was scheduled immediately. 
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My father was the first patient I ever saw in a hospital. After surgery, he lay 
immobile in his hospital bed, with bandages forming a large white turban on his 
head where the surgeon cut open his skull. The tumor had grown to the size of a 
small orange when it was removed. As the tumor grew, it slowly compressed his 
brain inside the rigid skull cavity. 

I had never before seen him powerless and I had no idea what to do or say. 

Complications 

My father's first brain tumor was found and removed in the mid-1950s, a time 
with no social safety net for my mother. She had a full time job nursing my father 
through his recovery from brain surgery. 

Shortly after coming home, he started having convulsions that the doctor said 
were a result of the brain surgery. His convulsions were quite frightening to 
watch, with jerking all over his body as he flopped on the floor of the front 
porch. 

The doctor warned my mother that my father could bite his tongue off during 
the powerful muscle spasms in his jaw. She wrapped pieces of rags around 
wooden tongue depressors to quickly insert into my father's mouth when he 
started a convulsion. (This is no longer an accepted practice.) 

My mother swore me to silence about his convulsions. "People will say he has 
epilepsy, which he doesn't have," she said, "and he will never be able to work 
again." 

Mom struggled to keep food on the table and clothes on our backs. We had a 
cow and some chickens and a garden. We siblings had to be alert for weasels on 
the prowl for a free chicken dinner and keep the garden free of weeds, rabbits 
and deer. 
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College Dreams Realized and Lost 


I managed to snag enough scholarships to go to college. My first public speaking 
was at age 17 to the American Association of University Women (AAUW) and the 
Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks (BPOE), to thank both groups for their 
scholarship awards. 

I started college at Penn State to become a microbiologist. After only a year, I 
married and dropped out of college to support my husband while he finished his 
bachelor's degree. 

My husband finished college at Penn State, accepted a job offer in the aerospace 
industry in California and we moved to Los Angeles. 

He and I had three children in ten years but the marriage never recovered from a 
shaky start and we divorced in the early 1970s. 



Penn State parade - Winter 1960 
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California 


Childbirth Education 

My first child, a son, was born in the 1960s, a time when pregnancy and birth 
were not discussed openly in polite company. Hospital maternity rooms were 
green and women complained about the dreary maternity department and 
hospital procedures that were painful, unexpected and unexplained. When I was 
in labor with my son, the doctor and nurses appeared at the bedside, did the 
procedure and disappeared. 

I took childbirth classes for our second child and learned the breathing 
techniques for labor advocated by Dr. Fernand Lamaze of France. During my 
third pregnancy, I trained to be a childbirth educator through the Childbirth 
Education Association and started teaching the local pregnant couples. 

Unfortunately, the hospital obstetricians saw childbirth education as interfering 
with the doctor-patient relationship. Shortly after I started teaching in my home, 
I was called on the carpet by the chief of staff at the hospital. I took a deep 
breath, and entered his office. 

"How can you teach medical procedures when you are not a doctor and not a 
nurse?" he demanded. I told him that pregnant mothers were often fearful of 
the unknown and my role was to teach about each phase of labor and delivery so 
the mothers had realistic expectations. 

He said he had a patient who refused pain medication because someone told her 
that natural childbirth (unmedicated) was the only way to go. He said the baby's 
size and position made childbirth very difficult for her. He glared at me as if I 
were guilty. 

I sat up a little straighter. Now the ball was in my court. 

Having a baby is not a contest and using medication is not a failure, I replied. My 
goal is to give mothers some tools to use in labor and delivery, like breathing 
levels to reduce the pain of labor, techniques to relieve a backache, and the 
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value of the emotional support of a husband, family member or friend. I'm not a 
doctor. I am a mother. 

He asked about my personal experience with childbirth. I said that my first baby 
was more than 9 pounds and my second baby was 8 pounds. Neither labor was 
easy. 

I couldn't believe my confidence. I never had a conversation with a doctor in my 
life and here I am, conversing away. "Dr. Grouchy" calmed down. When I was 
leaving, I said I would send him my teaching outline for his comments. 

The next time I saw him was in the maternity department. He introduced me to a 
fellow obstetrician whose patient was in labor. 

And so I discovered, to my surprise, that I could stand up to doctors and win 
them over. With this new skill, I was able to help get childbirth classes endorsed 
by all of the local hospitals that had maternity departments. I taught classes 
almost every evening on site at one of three different hospitals and was invited 
to speak at educational programs for medical professionals. The largest hospital 
decided to bring the childbirth education program in-house and I was hired to 
get the program started. 

I taught birthing classes to hundreds of couples through the 1970s and attended 
the labors of dozens of mothers. My new moms and dads would stop me in the 
grocery store, drugstore, parking lot and church to show off the new baby. I 
loved it. 

I collaborated with an instructor on a book. An Act of Love, on childbirth 
education and baby care. 1 Around that time, several articles I wrote were 
published, and I appeared twice on television. 

The second time on TV was when another instructor and I were invited to be 
guests on a popular daytime talk show to discuss childbirth education. The talk 
show host interviewed us on a live broadcast. As we stepped off the set, the next 
guest, a very charming older man with an Italian accent, clasped our hands in his 
and complimented us on our poise and television presence. 


1 Lanie M. Black, Connie Jackson. An Act of Love. Caligraphics Printing and Publishing, 
Long Beach, CA 1976. Out of print. 
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My friend recognized him immediately and almost swooned. She whispered to 
me. "It's Frank Capra!" I whispered back, "Who?" He stepped onto the set and 
the talk show host introduced "Frank Capra, the legendary movie director and 
three-time Academy Award Winner." 

My goodness, I was in Hollywood. 

For Better or for Worse 

In the mid-1970s, I married Ole Adamson. It was his first marriage and my 
second. 

About three months after the wedding, I woke up to abdominal pain and 
bleeding. At the emergency room, I was diagnosed with a ruptured ectopic 
pregnancy from an egg that implanted in one of my fallopian tubes and grew 
until the tube could no longer contain it. When the tube burst, it ruptured the 
surrounding blood vessels. 

The ER staff worked swiftly to get blood and fluids into my body to keep me alive 
until the surgeon could open my abdomen and tie off the ruptured blood vessels 
that were pouring blood into my belly at an alarming rate. 

The doctor removed the damaged fallopian tube. The following year, I was in 
great pain and my doctor performed surgery to remove an ovary. 

Three years later. Ole and I had a baby girl. 

Our two older girls were ecstatic to have a living doll to mother. Our son read 
books to his baby sister. 

The 1970s ended quietly, with no hint of the drama the next two decades would 
bring. 
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Opportunity Knocks 


By early 1981, I was looking forward to achieving a major goal, my bachelor's 
degree in health care administration. My last semester at California State 
University, Long Beach, was to start in June. 

Lady Luck has a sense of humor, or maybe irony. In the spring of 1981, a major 
international oil company offered Ole a job in their global computer center in 
The Netherlands (Holland), starting in June. 
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I didn't want to quit college again and I didn't want to miss a European 
adventure. Then I remembered seeing a flyer for study abroad in different 
countries. I found a one-semester program on International Business Law in The 
Netherlands that seemed a perfect match. The program was sponsored by 
Michigan State University. I needed another law class to graduate, so I called my 
school's program director. "Could I enroll in the Michigan State's semester and 
have the units transferred to Cal State?" 

Yes, he said but if I wanted to graduate, I had to complete my senior research 
project and "today is the deadline for choosing your topic." 

My mouth answered "the Dutch health care system" before consulting my brain. 

Tulips, Windmills and the Rhine River 

My husband and I, our four children and the dog moved into a narrow 3-story 
rowhouse adjacent to the Rhine River in the city of Leiden. We were in Holland, 
the land of tulips and windmills. Our rowhouse had enormous living room 
windows that gave us a clear view of the Rhine river traffic only a few feet from 
our back yard. 

It was better than television. We were entertained the year round by the barges, 
tour boats, rowboats, scullers and private watercraft that frequented the 
waterway. In winter, the barges became noisy icebreakers. 

A few weeks after moving in, I found the University of Leiden Medical School 
library. When I browsed the health care books, my heart sank. Most of the 
research materials on the Dutch health care system were, of course, in Dutch. I 
signed up for Dutch lessons. 

To my good fortune, I had studied German, Latin and Spanish in high school and 
college. Holland had been invaded and occupied by Germany, Spain and the 
Roman Empire and parts of each language found their way into Dutch. Still, it 
was a daunting task. 
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The Michigan State classes on International Law were demanding and 
fascinating. They were held at Erasmus University in Rotterdam, a short train 
ride from Leiden, and included several days of field trips in Holland and France. 
We got intimate, behind-the-scenes tours of the International Court of Justice in 
The Hague, International Chamber of Commerce in Paris, and European 
Parliament in Strasbourg. 

I sent my grades from Michigan State and my paper on the Dutch healthcare 
system to my program administrator. I was graduated from Cal State Long Beach 
with a bachelor's degree in health care administration in 1984, a mere 24 years 
after entering Penn State as a freshman. 

American School of The Hague 

Our three older kids went to the American School of The Hague (ASH) by day and 
visited the Dutch pubs on weekends. Our son and his friends reveled in a 
drinking age of 16 and the liberal Dutch attitude toward recreational plants. He 
had shoulder-length blond locks and looked like a surfer. Young women started 
calling the house. 

Raining Fish 

One day I was out walking when a fish fell on my head and flopped to the 
ground. Above me, an unhappy seagull cried, "Don't touch that!" 

Haughty Geese and Regal Swans 

Ducks, geese and swans floated by on the river, accompanied in the spring by 
small darting balls of feathers. Our older daughters discovered a large egg on 
the ground and immediately hatched a plot to grow their own pet goose. They 
smuggled the egg up to their bedroom, slipped it into a mitten to keep it warm, 
quietly placed it in a closet and waited for the egg to hatch. We had a couple of 
days with a bad smell in the house until I tracked it down. I truly wish I hadn't 
scolded them. Their young hearts were in the right places, and it is a favorite 
family story today. 
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The Battlefields of Belgium 


Ole is the source of another family story. He grew up in Europe and was 
determined to teach the kids about European history. He chose the battlefields 
of Belgium for our first European vacation. 

As we set out on the trip, our son sulked and plugged in the earphones for his 
tape deck. He wanted to go to Spain. One daughter kicked her sister who 
snatched the youngest daughter's favorite blanket. I had a headache. Ole drove. 

The BBC was the only English-language radio station we could pick up in the car. 
After months of Dutch, it was a pleasure to hear British English and to catch up 
on the news. 

The biggest current news story was about Argentina and Britain coming to blows 
over a collection of islands called the Falklands. Argentina invaded the Falkland 
Islands and claimed ownership. Britain mobilized its warships and sent them to 
reclaim the islands for Britain. 

Meanwhile, we were driving through the verdant hills of Belgium planted with 
thousands of white crosses, one for each soldier who died in battle on these 
grounds. Listening to the BBC news of the current conflict while hill after hill of 
white crosses passed before our eyes was a surreal experience. 

I noticed that the children were quiet as we drove. After all the fuss and feathers 
about going on this vacation, it left an indelible imprint and the children still talk 
about the trip years later. 

Looking Homeward 

On one of our vacation trips back home to California, our first daughter fell in 
love, got married, and moved to Washington State with her husband where she 
gave birth to our first grandchild. I missed her terribly. The kids were beginning 
to leave the nest and I bit my lip worrying if they were ready to fly. 

Our son enlisted in the US Air Force and married the colonel's daughter that 
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December at a lovely old church in Holland. The colonel was a diplomat 
stationed in Holland with his family at the same time we were there. It was a 
fairytale wedding that made the society pages of a Dutch magazine. 
Unbelievable - the Adamsons in the society pages! 

Our second daughter was a lovely bridesmaid at her brother’s wedding. 
She and the bride were already friends, having shared some adventures 
in the city, some of which I am probably better off not knowing. Our 
youngest daughter was the flower girl. After the wedding, our two younger 
daughters remained at home. 

Our youngest accompanied us on our frequent car and train trips through what 
was then Western Europe. She was very calm and would occasionally pipe up in 
fractured grammar, "Where we are? Are we in Holland yet?" She lost her first 
tooth in Belgium, second in Germany, and third in Holland. 



View from Lanie's second floor balcony in Holland: Boats on the Rhine River. 
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In time, our 5-year adventure came to its expected end. As we prepared to 
return home, I paged through American magazines looking for a job in hospital 
administration. A full-page announcement captured my attention. It was for the 
upcoming annual conference of the American Medical Writers Association 
(AMWA). 

Medical writing was a career? I must follow up on this when we are back home. 

Back to California 

We returned to the house in California that we had rented out for five years. 

The next AMWA chapter meeting was at the Los Angeles Press Club, about 60 
miles from home. I started the drive with excitement that turned to nagging self- 
doubt. After all, these were real medical writers. I hadn't studied medical 
writing, wasn't a journalist and didn't even know what a medical writer did. I 
pulled into the Press Club parking lot and nearly drove out, but other people 
were arriving, "Well, I'm here," I sighed to myself, "I'll go in." 

A woman with a name tag identifying herself as Michele Vivirito welcomed me, 
collected my money and handed me a name tag. A charming, energetic woman 
with flaming red hair introduced herself as Elizabeth Stone and invited me to sit 
next to her. We were joined by Jerry McKee, with his goatee, fine sense of 
humor, and extensive knowledge about medical writing, medical writers and 
jobs. Michele started the meeting. 

I am indebted to Michele, Elizabeth and Jerry for their warm and unforgettable 
welcome that evening. They changed my life. 

AMWA 

I took AMWA courses to learn the craft of medical writing, but I balked at those 
topics I knew well, like punctuation, that were required for certification. AMWA 
stood firm. Finally I gave up, took the punctuation course and dined on humble 
pie. Comma placement can change the entire meaning of a sentence. The 
decimal point on a dose of medicine can kill. 
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I was the director for the 1993, 1995 and 1997 conferences at the Asilomar 
conference center on California's beautiful Central Coast. 

Asilomar is a magical place, with deer grazing, the ocean waves lapping on the 
beach, and a steady fragrant breeze to float your cares away. 

The highlight of the Asilomar conference is a funny skit put on by the director's 
team on the last day. One year I dressed up as Tina Turner, complete with short 
skirt, blond wig and high heels and sang, "What's the FDA Got to Do with It?" 



Lanie Adamson, Elizabeth Stone, unknown, unknown (partially hidden), Tom Lang, and 
Rebecca Voorwinden (Dutch exchange student) at Asilomar 
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College Dreams Realized 


I went back to Cal State Long Beach, this time for my master's degree in health 
care administration, and finished in two years flat including my internship at a 
newly-built Women's Hospital. 

My internship project was to write the policies and procedures in time for the 
hospital's Grand Opening. Policies describe the goals of the hospital and how the 
hospital staff is to make decisions to support those goals. Procedures describe 
the steps in the care of birthing mothers in the maternity rooms and the care of 
sick babies in the neonatal intensive care unit (NICU). 

I researched state law for any new regulations that applied to mother and baby 
care in the hospital. The state inspectors were impressed with the document 
and asked my boss for permission to use our book as a model for other hospitals. 

I met some of the obstetricians on staff and offered to edit some research 
papers. "Only a doctor can understand articles in medical journals," said one MD 
as he handed me a manuscript. It was a well-written paper that had been 
rejected for some reason. I found some grammar and formatting errors and 
corrected a number in one of the tables. The manuscript was accepted and 
published. 

My New Career 

In the early 1990s, I was hired by Allergan, Inc, a pharmaceutical and medical 
device company, as a science writer. My new boss, Mary-Jane Branin, taught me 
the science of science writing and how the process of bringing a drug from 
molecule to market can take 16 years. She was an amazing teacher. 

My next move was into the company's in-house marketing agency. Marketing 
writing was a mystery at first and I struggled with the difference between a 
feature and a benefit. 

One day, three of us in the marketing department were puzzling over how to put 
the results of a new study into an advertising campaign. I wrote out two 
sentences, pleased that I was bringing science to Marketing. The boss took the 
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sentences, scratched out words, scribbled some notes and crystallized them into 
five words. 

I instantly grasped marketing writing. It is short, visceral, punchy and 
memorable. 

One rainy Saturday morning in December 1997, just when I was learning to 
appreciate this expansion of my writing skills, I collapsed on my kitchen floor. 

Career Interrupted 

My husband called 911. The paramedics examined me, determined that the left 
side of my body was completely paralyzed and loaded me into the ambulance. I 
was admitted to the hospital with the diagnosis of stroke. 



Ole and Lanie 
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Scans at the hospital revealed that a very small blood clot had taken up 
residence in a cerebral artery where it blocked the blood flow needed to keep 
the downstream brain cells alive. The dead and dying nerve cells suffered a 
double-whammy. They could not receive the signals from the brain and send 
them to the muscles and could not signal the brain that they were damaged. 

The next morning (Day 1), I picked up the hospital phone, got an outside line and 
called my boss at work. I told him I had a stroke and assured him I would be back 
in two weeks. I called my sisters with the same message. 

On the following morning (Day 2), I picked up the hospital phone, got an outside 
line and called my boss at work. I told him I had a stroke and assured him I would 
be back in two weeks. I called my sisters with the same message. 

On the morning of Day 3, I made the same calls again, completely unaware of 
the calls on days 1 and 2. 

Memory loss did not bode well for returning to work. 

The brain is a funny organ. My brain didn't receive messages from my left side; 
therefore, my left side didn't exist. All was going quite swimmingly according to 
my brain. My brain and body had to be retrained through physical, speech and 
occupational therapies. When my body said, "I can't," my mind said, "Yo puedo!" 
(I can!) I hobbled back to work six months later, leaning heavily on a cane. 

After two more years of physical therapy, few people would notice any limp. 


New Opportunity 

Allergan's medical device business was spun off to become an independent 
company, Advanced Medical Optics (AMO, now Abbott Medical Optics). During 
the spin-off, I found myself in charge of the corporate library. 

Now I just had to figure out how to run a library. 

One advantage of taking on an impossible mission is that you have a short 
window of opportunity to take advantage of your co-workers' relief that it fell on 
you and not them. I asked people what they needed from the library. 
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I quickly realized my limitations and hired a librarian - white hair, sensible shoes 
and Mensa-smart. She improved the system of distributing needed medical 
articles to company scientists in different geographic regions. She took the print 
library that mainly served the corporate office and morphed it into a digital 
library to serve the company's global businesses. 

I managed AMO's global scientific communications department. I worked with a 
great team of writers and a wise boss. He taught us about the amazingly complex 
vision system that allows us to see color, to visualize movement left and right, 
movement up and down, and movement toward or away from us. When I first 
joined the company, I thought nothing could be as interesting as the uterus. The 
eye, however, is a fascinating organ. 

Toastmasters 

I did a lot of public speaking at AMWA and frequently led meetings at AMO. Back 
in my childbirth education days, I could make people laugh or bring them to 
tears with stories. At AMO, I had to channel the energies and egos in the group 
to achieve the meeting's goals. Our new librarian invited me to Toastmasters 
meetings. 

Toastmasters gave me an opportunity to learn more about leadership and a 
chance to try my hand at contest participation. I won some local contests with 
stories from real life. "The Simple Wedding" is a [mostly] true story of a family 
member's wedding. "Yo puedo" is the story of my motto. 

We started a Toastmasters group at work and I got to know people in other 
departments in the company. 
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AMWA Awards 


I was honored to become an AMWA Fellow in 1998, and receive the President's 
Award in 2008 for distinctive contributions to the association at the chapter and 
national levels. 

Over the years I taught numerous workshop sessions at annual conferences, 
chapter conferences and corporate settings. 

Retirement and Stand-up 

Retirement came too soon and my last day at work was the same day as a 
company-wide meeting. 

I had an award to present to the company's chief executive officer from our 
Toastmasters club, but he turned the tables on me. He said nice things about my 
time with the company. Then he asked if I wanted to say something and handed 
me the microphone. He didn't expect what happened next, but - truth be told - 
neither did I. 

The microphone felt good in my hand. I stepped to the front of the 200+ 
attendees, grinned mischievously, and told a joke. They laughed. I took a breath 
and launched into five minutes of impromptu stand-up comedy. 

Laughter echoed throughout the building, causing more than one person who 
missed the meeting to ask, "What's so funny about the company meeting?" A 
senior manager said, "If we had known you could do that, we would have used 
you at other meetings!" 

I retired on an emotional high. 
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Post-retirement 


It was hard to stop working, so I did some 
freelance writing, screenplay writing and book 
editing for several years. The book topics were 
varied: aging, medical care during aging, 
science fiction, fibromyalgia, the paranormal, a 
memoir, a biography, and more. 

One day I got a call from an airline. One of my 
screenplays was found in the first class section 
of the aircraft and did I want it back? I wanted 
to see what the reviewer wrote on the pages of 
the script. Alas, the pages were bare. 




Gregory Mantell Show (bottom); Lanie at book signing event (top). 
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'icture courtesy of Lanie Adamson 





Parkinson's Disease 


James Parkinson was a surgeon, scientist, humanitarian and writer who lived in 
London from 1755 to 1824. He observed a form of paralysis that was 
distinguished from the other paralytic diseases of the day, and described the 
disease progression with such clarity that we now know it by his name. 2 

A Short Essay on the Shaking Palsy (James Parkinson, 1817) is a classic in the 
medical literature. 

Parkinson wrote case studies of six patients he had observed over a period of 
decades. He wrote that the disease begins as a slight and nearly imperceptible 
tremor and weakness that advances stealthily and insidiously to a permanently 
bent over posture, an uncontrollable tremor and agitation, and paralysis of the 
muscles needed for walking, manipulation, speaking and swallowing. 3 

My children noticed a tremor in my left hand and urged me to see a doctor. I had 
been ignoring it but I finally went. The neurologist conducted his exam and said 
it was Parkinson's. He explained the disease but I didn't pay enough attention to 
the word "progressive." I beat stroke; therefore, I could beat this disease. I just 
had to work harder. 

But Parkinson's and stroke are very different animals. 

My stroke was the result of a localized insult to a small but critical portion of my 
brain. 

Parkinson's is a neurodegenerative brain disease caused by a gradual loss of 
dopamine-producing cells in the brain. Dopamine is a chemical in the brain that 
is critical for coordinated movement. The gradual loss of dopamine causes a loss 
of muscle coordination of the legs, arms, hands and the muscles required for 
smiling. 

The loss of coordination reminds me of an ancient Porsche my husband was 
fixing up some years ago. He put the key in the ignition and the headlights 
flashed. He turned on the windshield wipers and the car alarm blared. 


2 Morris AD, Rose, F. Clifford, Ed. James Parkinson His Life and Times. 

Copyright Birkhauser Boston, 1989, pp 131-148. 

3 Ibid, pp 152-161. 
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Parkinson's disease is commonly associated with shaking, as seen with Actor 
Michael J. Fox, or less shaking but more difficulty with moving, as with me. 

• One year my husband and I strolled along the beach in Santa Barbara and 
the next year I needed a cane to walk across State Street. 

• Today I try to stand up and my legs don't obey. 

• My hands are too weak to open a pack of gum. 

• Half of my food falls to the floor. I leave an unfortunate trail of evidence of 
chocolate muffin munching. 

• I sit in a wheelchair, which puts me at eye level with children, dogs and being 
smacked by the occasional ten-pound purse. 

I write at my desk in a corner of the kitchen. My husband brought my office 
equipment downstairs when my legs could no longer be trusted to get me up 
and down the stairs. 

Medical science has not found a cure, but some drugs do improve the quality of 
life by relieving the symptoms. So far I've been spared the drugs' side effects, 
such as hallucinations. 

My medications give me about four hours of limited physical function before the 
drugs wear off. During this time, I can transfer from my wheelchair to the front 
seat of our car. If we are out shopping and my medications wear off, I sit at the 
open car door and struggle to remember how to get into the vehicle. 

Deep brain stimulation is a surgical approach to control symptoms. 
Neurosurgeons can implant a device that produces electrical impulses to help 
regulate brain function. 

Exercise improves physical function. I go twice a week for physical therapy in a 
clinic and twice a week for physical therapy in a pool. I was scared to get into the 
pool for the first few sessions out of fear of losing my balance and falling into the 
water. Today I can walk through the water without a death grip on the wall. One 
day I hope to walk across a floor without a death grip on my walker. 
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I must avoid falling because I could land on my fanny and break a hip or strike my 
head and suffer brain injury. I could exercise at the gym, but I have not found a 
facility with staff with the training that a physical therapist has. The physical 
therapists know how to cope with my limitations. 

This is not a fun disease. Most diseases are not fun, but the sneaky nature of this 
disease is particularly distressing. It progresses so incrementally that I don't 
perceive what is missing until it's gone. It took me a long time to fully 
comprehend what Parkinson's disease is doing to me and that I can't reverse any 
of it. 

• I feel a twinge of envy watching people around me stand up and walk. 

• I drool. The drool carries toothpaste from my mouth to my face when I brush 
my teeth. I've been known to go out in public with green toothpaste around my 
mouth. 

• I have periods of involuntary chewing movements that I try to hide by 
chewing a stick of gum. 

• My mouth tends to gap open and my face often has a vacant appearance 
that can be misinterpreted as "nobody's home." 

These upset me because they make me feel like a child who needs to be 
reminded to wash my face and pay attention to people around me. 

What is going to happen to me when I can no longer swallow? 

I gave up driving my car, Trixi, so named because her license tag includes the 
letters TRX. "Mom, should you be driving?" didn't have to be uttered twice. I quit 
immediately but I kept my keyless key fob in my purse for another year until I 
could bear to part with my car. 

Giving up driving was quite traumatic for me, but I kept up an aura of coping. My 
mother's many admonitions included, "Never show weakness." I took this to 
heart and I am sure it influences me today. 
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I started with a cane to help me walk, then walking sticks, followed by a walker 
on wheels and then a husband-powered wheelchair followed by power 
wheelchairs. 

The power wheelchair lets me zip through the shopping center, but its use is 
limited. It's a clumsy device for getting through store aisles, household 
doorways, bellying up to the sink or turning around in a tight corner. 

I sometimes think I am independent enough to do what I want if I work hard 
enough. It doesn't always work out. 

The Golden Apple 

The announcement came as a total surprise. AMWA chose me as the 2013 
recipient of the Golden Apple for excellence in teaching, a prize I had coveted for 
many years. 

I wanted to accept the award in person, but air travel was difficult enough for 
regular travelers, let alone an older white-haired woman in a wheelchair, even if 
she did have a nice smile. 

The award would be presented at the November AMWA annual conference in 
Columbus, Ohio, where the warmest day in November was colder than a winter's 
night in Southern California where I lived. 

The last time I flew, I could walk to the coffee shop at the airport, stroll over to a 
news stand for a USA Today and make a quick dash to the Ladies' just before 
boarding. Those days are gone. 

Two weeks before the conference, my husband and I purchased a new high tech 
wheelchair that folded up like a stroller and could fit into a car trunk. I purchased 
airline tickets for two to Columbus with a stopover to change planes in 
Minneapolis. 

At the airport, we got into the line for the Transportation Security Administration 
(TSA) security screening. I rode my new power wheelchair. I could not stand and 
walk through the scanner, so a couple of agents pulled me out of the line. The 
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agents gave me the full pat-down, pressing on everything on my body from the 
crown of my hair to the soles of my shoes. I started to say something witty to the 
agents, but I was eyeball to a belt buckle and the belt buckle had a gun. The 
agents passed a wand over every inch of me and the chair and tried all the nuts 
and bolts to see if any were loose. 

At the gate, the airline gate agent sent us down the gangway to the waiting 
aircraft. We were stopped just outside the aircraft door. Here I had to transfer 
from my wheelchair to the airline's narrow wheelchair so I could enter the door. 
Then I had to transfer from the narrow chair into my assigned seat on the plane. 
It took 3 people to get me over the armrest and seated. The rest of the 
passengers flowed in, stowed their carry-ons, and the pilot pulled back from the 
gate on time. 

I was seated close to the lavatory, but I couldn't walk even that far, especially 
with a moving floor. We had boarded first so we must be the first ones off, I 
reasoned. No such luck. It was first on and last off for the handicapped traveler. I 
had to be half-carried, half pulled from my seat onto the aircraft wheelchair. My 
own wheelchair suddenly materialized and I took off in search of the nearest 
restroom. 

My appearance at the AMWA conference was limited to the awards ceremony. I 
woke up at o'dark-thirty with intense abdominal pain that required a trip to the 
hospital. I missed all the AMWA sessions I wanted to attend, but the time spent 
at Grant Hospital in Columbus was educational. I learned about high-quality 
medical care. I had an ultrasound scan and the report was read by the doctor 
and ready by the time I returned to my room. 

The AMWA awards ceremony touched me. I took the microphone and said, "One 
of the things I appreciate about AMWA courses is the synergy between the 
teacher and student. The contributions of the two are greater than either one 
alone. So, for all AMWA teachers and students, past and present, I say, "Thanks 
for the synergies!" 
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Lanie Adamson, Barry Fox, unknown, Michele Vivirito, and Ada Kahn at AMWA Pacific 
Southwest Chapter meeting, San Juan Capistrano train station, 1991. 



Loraine Schacher, Ada Kahn, and Karen McKeown at Michael Jones presents award to Lanie Adamson at AMWA 
an AMWA Pac-SW chapter meeting at San Juan annual conference (date unknown) 

Capistrano train station, 1991. 
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All pictures on tnis page courtesy of Lanie Adamson 





Lanie receiving AMWA President's Award atAMWA's 68 th 
Annual Conference, Louisville, KY (top). With Sue and Jim 
Hudson (middle left); with Lisa Kaspin and Michele Vivirito 
(right) at Louisville. With Jenny Grodberg, Michele Vivirito 
and Ajay Malik at Columbus, Ohio, 2013 meeting. Lanie 
was honored with the AMWA Golden Apple award at 
AMWA's 73 rd Annual Conference at Columbus, Ohio. 
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Pictures courtesy of Lanie Adamson 





Pictures from AMWA Pac-SW event “Real Life Experiences in Medical Writing” by Lanie Adamson held at 
beautiful Sarducci’s Capistrano Bistro, San Juan Capistrano, CA, on a warm Saturday afternoon, September 8, 
2012. The bottom picture was taken via Skype from 450 miles away by Ajay Malik. Lanie's talk was summarized 
by Bernard Delacruz, PhD, "Only Doctors Understand Medical Journals! Real Life Experiences in Medical 
Writing" in Postscripts (Oct 2012) Vol II, issue 8. 
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Collage by Ajay Malik. 





Life's Lessons 


The kids grow up and leave home. 

Our kids grew up, produced a bumper crop of grandchildren and have started on 
the great-grands. They have brought us a lot of joy and I miss having them in our 
daily lives. The kids and grandkids are scattered across the US and in Germany. 

Loss of independence is a personal pain. 

All of my life I've been free to pursue projects that interest me and free to drive 
to meetings, shopping and lunch with my friends. Now I am not free. 

I depend on others for my daily bread and most of my personal care. If my 
caregiver doesn't want to go to the grocery store, I can't jump in my car to get 
what I need. 

Medical science relies on evidence we can see. The pain of lost independence 
lies deep in the heart. 

We make decisions based on what we know. 

We only know what we can measure and analyze. When we can't find the 
answer, it's time to ask more questions. "There's nothing wrong" is not an 
answer. 

We all matter. 

We touch people every day. Any of us can make a difference in another person. 

I have been very lucky. 

I was free to pursue interesting projects and opportunities and to learn from 
interesting people. I've been fortunate to have stories to tell about my life. 

And I want to stick around. 

When it's time for me to go, i plan to hit the snooze button for another five 
years. I won’t be doing stand-up comedy, but I can serve a classic martini: 
shaken, not stirred. 
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AMWA Service and H 


onors 


AMWA Honors 

•2013 AMWA Golden Apple Award 

• 2008 President’s Award 

• 1998 AMWA Fellow 

• 1993 President, AMWA Pacific Southwest Chapter 

AMWA West Coast Conference (Asilomar Conference) 

• 1997 Conference Director, “Technology and Creativity: Can They 

Coexist in Biomedical Communications?” AMWA West Coast 
Conference, Asilomar Conference Center, Pacific Grove, CA 

• 1995 Conference Director, “The Evolving Role of the Biomedical 

Communicator” AMWA West Coast Conference, Asilomar Conference 
Center, Pacific Grove, CA 

• 1993 Conference Director, “Biomedical Communications: Pursuing the 

Elusive Truths” AMWA West Coast Conference, Asilomar Conference 
Center, Pacific Grove, CA 

AMWA Courses Taught 

• 2008 Adamson, Lanie and Hudson, Jim. Writing for the Medical Device 

Industry. AMWAAnnual Conference, Louisville, KY 

• 2008 Current Trends in Print and Electronic Publishing. AMWAAnnual 

Conference, Louisville, KY 

• 2007 Current Trends in Print and Electronic Publishing (Advanced 

Course), Developing Research Materials into Articles (Course). AMWA 
Annual Conference, Atlanta, Georgia 

• 2007 Making Effective Presentations (Course), Developing Research 

Materials into Articles (Course). AMWA Western Regional Conference, 
Seattle, WA 

• 2006 Website Content: Winners and Losers (Open Forum), Current 

Trends in Print and Electronic Publishing (Advanced Course), 
Developing Research Materials into Articles (Course). AMWAAnnual 
Conference, Albuquerque, NM 
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• 2004 The Freelance Writer as Seen through the Client’s Eyes. AMWA 

meeting at California State University, Northridge, Nov. 20, 2004. 

• 2004 Medical Writing. AMWA course, Amgen, Thousand Oaks, CA. 

May 13, 2004. 

• 2002 Developing Research Materials into Articles (Core Course). 

AMWA West Coast Conference at Asilomar, Monterey, CA 

• 2001 Developing Research Materials into Articles (Core Course), 

Current Trends and Future Directions in Publication Production 
(Advanced Course). AMWA West Coast Conference at Asilomar, 
Monterey, CA 

• 2000 Current Trends in Print and Electronic Publishing and a panelist 

for Scope of Medical Communications at the AMWA Annual 
Conference, Miami, Florida 

• 2000 Writing Opportunities in the Pharmaceutical and Medical Device 

Industries. AMWA Meeting, Costa Mesa, CA. April 29, 2000 

• 1997 Developing Research Materials into Articles (Core Course). 

AMWAAnnual Conference, Boston, Mass 

• 1996 Developing Research Materials into Articles (Core Course). 

AMWAAnnual Conference, Chicago, IL 

• 1995 Developing Research Materials into Articles (Core Course), 

Current Trends and Future Directions in Publication Production 
(Advanced Course). AMWAAnnual Conference, Baltimore, MD 

• 1994 Developing Research Materials into Articles (Core Course), 

Current Trends and Future Directions in Publication Production 
(Advanced Course). AMWAAnnual Conference, Phoenix, Ariz 

• 1993 Developing Research Materials into Articles (Core Course), 

Current Trends and Future Directions in Publication Production 
(Advanced Course). AMWAAnnual Conference, Atlanta 

• 1993 Writing and Editing Regulatory and Nonregulatory Documents for 

the Pharmaceutical Industry. AMWA Pacific Southwest Chapter 
meeting, Amgen, Thousand Oaks, CA 
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2013 Golden Apple Award for Excellence in Teaching presented to 
Lanie Adamson. Picture courtesy of LeeAnna Glessing. 
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"I have known Lanie since long before we ever met. Her tenacity and passion precede 
her. Her ability to nurture and educate are legend. When we did meet, Lanie’s warmth 
drew me right in like we were already dear friends. For that I will always be glad. Being 
together with Lanie, and her husband, Ole, at the 2013 annual conference in Columbus 
was the best. Seeing her on stage receiving the Golden Apple Award for her 
outstanding achievements as an AMWA workshop leader, and listening to her speech, 
were inspiring. She spoke of synergy. But I know better. Lanie IS synergy." 

— BRIAN BASS, President, The American Medical Writers Association 
Author, The Accidental Medical Writer 
President, Bass Global Inc, Robbinsville, New Jersey 


"Lanie’s story inspires a “HOW can I make this happen?” not “can I make this happen?” 
approach to facing life’s challenges. She embodies intelligence, strength, charm, wit 
and grace. We have all been enriched for knowing her. THANK YOU, Lanie, for all you 

have given us and continue to give." 

— JENNY GRODBERG, PhD, RAC 

Past-President, American Medical Writers Association Pacific Southwest Chapter 
Fellow, American Medical Writers Association 


"What a lovely and poignant story; a shining example of the different paths we all take 
to medical writing. Lanie is an elegant writer and I am honored to know her better 

through her words." 

— DONNA SIMCOE, MS, MS, MBA, CMPP 
President, American Medical Writers Association Pacific Southwest Chapter 


I was Lanie’s roommate at the second Asilomar conference I attended. She amazed me 
then with a very brief sketch of her life as the mother of four children, and her work as a 
childbirth educator. In the years since she has amazed many more people with her 
charm, her professional work, and her steely perseverance in the face of physical 
difficulties. Her good writing is on display in this book. We who have been in her 
presence have the added pleasure of knowing her great laugh and her delightful 

personality. 

— LORAINE F SCHACHER, Former Editor, Postscripts, 

American Medical Writers Association Pacific Southwest Chapter 
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My thoughts of Lanie are those of the times when we served together as members of 
the AMWA Board of Directors. Her very pleasing and sociable personality added to the 
overall meaningful experience of serving as a board member. I have thoroughly 
enjoyed reading her life story and I truly admire her continued stamina and zest for life 
despite the physical challenges that she faces on a daily basis. 

— MICHAEL L JONES, Former Director of Medical Writing, 

TKL Research, Inc, Rochelle Park, New Jersey 


Lanie’s autobiography helps decode the mystery that so many young people entering 
our profession seek — How do you become a medical writer? ... By first committing 
yourself to the goal and sticking to it, grabbing every opportunity (no matter how 
outrageous it may seem), having confidence that you can persevere, and sprinkling a 
healthy dose of fun and living life as it is meant to be. The sharing of this remarkable 
journey is another example of Lanie's generosity and her mentoring spirit. 

— AJAY K MALIK, PhD, Editor, Postscripts, 

American Medical Writers Association Pacific Southwest Chapter 


Lanie hired me to be the librarian at Advanced Medical Optics. She gave me a chance 
at a time when most employers were filling jobs with younger people. She was my 
boss, my teacher and became my very dear friend. Her story here has given me a 
greater appreciation of how special a person she is. 

— Lee MacMorris, MLS, Librarian, Abbott Medical Optics 
Member, Le Gourmet Toastmasters, Orange County, California 

"Lanie has always been an admired and cherished family member. Now, after reading 
her life’s story, I also have a deep appreciation for her remarkable strength of character 
and ability to overcome and persevere while continuing to laugh at herself and her 
circumstances. Lanie's heartwarming style and grace permeates her writing as much 

as her persona." 

— LeeAnna Glessing (Lanie’s cousin) 

Lanie Adamson’s remarkable career is all the more remarkable when you think of all 
the careers she help launch or shape. I owe my own medical writing career to Lanie’s 
advice and advocacy. This is something I can never repay, and will take a lifetime to 

pay forward. 

— AMY LINDSAY, PhD, Lindsay Biomedical Communications, Inc., California 


Lanie Adamson: Stories from My Life 
Cover: Lanie Adamson 
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